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THE poet may remind us how life may 
be made sublime; but perhaps it is 
more to the purpose for every-day-people 
to learn how to make every-day-life happy. 
The means of acquiring this knowledge is 
" very nigh unto us," even in our hands : the 
Bible, God's blessed Word, is the grand source 
of instruction on this point ; but flowing from 
and leading back to it are lesser and tribu- 
tary streams, that the Lord condescends to 
use in His service, and often honours with 
His gracious favour. Amongst such streams. 
Christian Biographies may be classed. There 
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are the grand rivers, bearing onward tte 
records of Martyn, Wilberforce, Elizabeth 
Fry ; there are the broad rivers, plain, useful, 
hardworking lives, that remind us of the 
earnestness, if not of the sublimity of our 
present existence ; then there are the streams 
and streamlets, that, with little noise but 
much beauiy. wind in and out our path,- 
telling us of humble duties and homely 
ministrations quietly performed, each one 
rendering its meed of service and praise to 
the Almighty Word that spoke it into life. 
Such are the Memoirs with which we are all 
acquainted ; for the present sketch, however, 
the writer only claims a place amongst the 
smallest streamlets, and will be more than 
gratefully satisfied if the Lord sends by it 
one message of love to some young soul, 
assuring it that a life dedicated to God is 
a happy life ; that a life working for God is 
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a useful life; and that a life testifying for 
God in sufiFering, is both happy and useful, in 
the highest form of happiness and service ! 

To any such young seeker for the only true 
paths of pleasantness and peace,* this little 
volume is aflfectionately 

Dedicated, 

By its Writer. 
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CHAPTER I. 



She seemed a stone well polished to adorn 

That temple gloriously wrought 
For the great King, then by bright angels borne 

To fill her place within His court. 

BUT it IS already so beautiful ; it's a pity 
to tamper with it: it will adorn a 
cabinet as it is, — and well, too ! " 

" True sir ; but if so beautiful in this state, 
how much more lovely it will be when 
polished ! " And the lapidary, with the fond 
admiration of a connoisseur, gazed almost 
tenderly on the rough but rare stone I had 
brought for his opinion and handiwork. He 
touched it as he would have touched a delicate 
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treasure, and as though fain to spare it any 
needless handling. 

Perceiving his hesitation, and fearing it 
arose from unwillingness to undertake the 
responsibility of the operation, I inquired, — 

''Does it take long to polish stones? I 
thought it was a very quick and easy 
process ? " 

" Ah, sir, that's just it ! Some yield easily ^ 
and give but little, if any, trouble : they take 
the polish at once; others are stubborn, as we 
call it, and need the full power of the grind- 
wheel ; and I expect this would be the case 
with yours, for it is such a beauty ! " 

" Oh, never mind : I have set my heart on 
this pebble, and have it I must /" 

" And will, you mean, sir," added the lapi- 
dary, with a pleasant smile. 

"Yes: and mZZ," I replied, "whatever it 
may cost. So with you I leave it. Do as 
you please with it : bHI require is to receive 
it from you again well polished, to adorn 
my cabinet, where I have prepared a place 
for it ; and the pink wool is already laid in 
its comer to welcome it home." 
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The matter being thus settled, I was leaving 
the shop, when the lapidary said, gravely, 

" Do not be disappointed, sir, if I keep the 
stone longer than you expect. I always make 
it part of my terms that my customers shall 
not only leave their goods with me, but also 
confide in my judgment in any course I may 
adopt." 

"All right," I answered: "it is in your 
hands, and that is enough for me." 

Whilst bending my steps homeward, I 
could not forbear quoting to myself that 
beautiful Scripture simile: — 

" That our danghters may be 
As corner stones, polished 
After the similitude of 
A palace." * 

And, dear reader, it is this very text, which 
my rare pebble brought before me, that I 
now commend to your notice, in the brief 
memoir of one who was truly a polished 
stone ; in proof of which she was early taken 



* Psalm cxliv, 12. 
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from earth, as the King — ^the great King — 
had need of her to fill her appointed corner 
in His glorious palace. 

I will not linger over the commencement 
of this memoir, but proceed at once to record 
the interesting incidents that made Ethel's 
life an encouragement, example, and means 
of instruction to those who shared her friend- 
ship, or had the privilege of listening to her, 
when, though dead, she still spoke, through 
the testimony she bequeathed. 



From her youth Ethel was subject to 
religious impressions, and impressions only 
they proved,— early dew, passing away with 
the morning sun. She was one of those 
naturally lovely characters of whom the world 
is apt to say, "Leave it alone: you cannot 
improve it. What would you have better ? " 
Whilst her own immediate friends would 
remark of her, that if she had been moulded 
after some Utopian ideal of their own devising, 
Ethel could not have been a purer or more 
enjoyable being. ** Give us," they would say, 
" OUR Ethel, as she is, and you give us some 
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one to love, make much of, and, indeed, to 
almost idolise ! " 

Ah, these devoted friends little knew how 
much deeper loveliness and beauty lay 
yet beneath the surface, awaiting only the 
polisher's art to bring them forth to life 
and light ! They little knew how the lovely 
should become still lovelier; the beautiful, 
more beauteous, when, yielding humbly to 
the master-touch of Divine wisdom, Ethel 
should shine from out the polishing process, 
— ^a comer stone ready for the heavenly 
palace. 

But whilst Ethel was thus being idolized 
by others, hear what she says of herself, 
viewing herself not only by the light of God's 
lamp of truth, but also in the light of her own 
sweet humility. After deep heart-searching, 
she exclaims, making a prayer of our beautiful 
Liturgy the exponent, in part, of her own 
feelings and self-abasement, — 

" Lord, I beseech Thee mercifully to forgive all 
my smSf negligences, and ignorances^ and to endue 
me with the grace of Thy Holy Spirit to amend my 
life according to Thy holy word." 

B 
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And then she goes on to plead from the 
dictates of her own heart : — 

** I pray Thee to grant me an increasing sense of 
Thy redeeming love, and of my own infinite nn- 
worthiness of the least of all Thy mercies. And 
also a humble assurance that I am, through Thy 
free grace alone, interested in the greatest, even the 
sure mercies of David." 

Bat I anticipate ; although, as before said^ 
I do not mean to dwell on her early days, yet 
a few remarks on her early childhood may 
serve to show that the beauty of the full- 
blown flower was but the expansion of a bud 
of rich promise : the one was worthy of the 
other. 

She was sent young to a boarding-school ; 
but of the days passed there very little is 
known from Ethel herself. Had it been pos- 
sible, she would have expunged them from 
memory with all other days that, in spite of 
her naturally sweet disposition, bore witness 
against her in the solemn words, — 

" Without God m the world I " 

On the other hand, she esteemed a recollection 
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of them as beneficial to her soul; for were 
they not strong evidences of God's forbearing 
love and mercy towards her ? 

And yet, even at this time, circumstances 
were not wanting to show that if Ethel did 
not love God, she feared to neglect or disobey 
Him. On one occasion, through the absence 
of her governess, the usual evening prayer 
was omitted. This distressed Ethel, and she, 
although the youngest in the school, gathered 
her companions together in her own room, 
and with them read the accustomed form of 
prayer. 

Again, when in after-life some friend was 
trying to soothe her tender conscience and 
keen sense of sin, by saying (as, alas, is too 
often said to the sick and dying !), — 

•*0h, but you have always been so good, 
even from a child ! " Ethel quickly replied : 

'* Oh, no : my heart was naturally very 
wicked ! I will give you an instance of it." 

And she here narrated' how she had once 
been guilty of some childish sin, and on its 
discovery she overheard her nurse saying, " I 
am sure Miss Ethel has not done it." "I 
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tried," said she, *' to repair the mischief done ; 
but you see what kind of heart I had, and 
how the seeds of every evil lurked there, 
ready to bring forth fruit unto death." 

From school Ethel went on a visit to some 
friends, and joined them in their various 
worldly amusements, — novel reading, dancing, 
and card playing. This was one of the seasons 
to which she afterwards' reverted with deep 
thanksgiving and humiliation : the former, 
that the snare of pleasure-loving had been 
broken and she had escaped;* the latter, 
that she had ever fallen into that snare. 

But even when as yet she knew not God 
as her Father, nor followed the Lord Jesus as 
her Saviour, purposes of Divine mercy were 
ripening towards her. And these gracious 
purposes commenced in her at the very time 
she was striving to quench her soul's deep 
thirst at the cistern, — ^broken cistern of earthly 
amusements, — and produced such utter dis- 
satisfaction and vexation of spirit as to wring 
from her the twofold cry, — 
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" Vanity of yanities : all is vanity." 
** Who will show US any good ? " 

She tried to drown these voices in the excite- 
ment of the ball room, but still they followed 
her^ depriving the gay scene of its fascination, 
and drawing forth the after confession: "/ 
was quite wretched there ! " 

One great drawback to Ethel's spiritual 
progress was the want of some serious friend 
to counterbalance the temptations incident to 
worldly society. There were none among her 
companions who could advise, warn, or en- 
courage her from their own experience But 
does some reader take exception to my adopt- 
ing tlie word progress, in reference to Ethel's 
then state of mind, and inquire, how could 
she go on, when, as yet, she had not set out 
on the heavenly road ? Dear reader, how 
does the little unconscious infant go ? You 
saw it there yesterday, it is here to-day. 
Ho^v ? It was borne by tender love in careful 
arms. It felt nothing of the steps by which 
it progressed ; it knew nothing of its bearer, 
nor responded to one of the sweet smiles 
which were bent afifectionately on it. Just 
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so is it with the child of God in his infant 
state, when life from above is graduaUy 
vivifying his soul into that higher existence 
of which mere animal existence is but a 
type. So with Ethel : the first step had been 
taken simultaneously with that cry of disap- 
pointment before mentioned, but she knew it 
not. Strong arms were holding her, kind 
eyes were watching her, infinite wisdom was 
directing her; and thus borne onward, was 
she not progreasing ? unconsciously, perhaps, 
but safely. How could it be otherwise, when 
so powerful a Trinity guaranteed perpetual 
guardianship. And ''this God is our God, 
and will be our guide, even unto death." * 

At this juncture she was aflForded an oppor- 
tunity of forming a life-friendship with one 
who sought to make her his wife, and ofifered 
every inducement for the accomplishment of. 
his purpose ; but Ethel was firm in declining. 
Her acute sense of the solemn responsibilities 
involved by marriage, made her regard as a 
moral incorrectness the mere giving the hand. 



* Psalm xlviii 14. 
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where the whole heart was withheld. Apart 
from this sense of right and wrong, there 
arose a question within her whether, supposing 
her affections were engaged, there was suf- 
ficient similarity of religious sentiment be- 
tween them to warrant so indissoluble an 
union. She decided there was not, and re- 
mained, OUR Ethel to that day, when claimed 
by the heavenly Bridegroom, she was 

** By bright angels borne 
To her appointed place 
Within His court," 

to fill that comer overlaid with fair colours, 
which had been prepared for her, and her 
only, in the casket of Divine love. 

In the perturbation of spirit, consequent on 
refusing this offer of marriage, she sought 
relief in the Word of God, and resolved to 
commence a course of reading from the Bible. 
With her usual energy and decision of 
character, she had no sooner formed the 
resolution than she put it into practice, and 
read every night a chapter of St. John's 
Gospel. She read the first two chapters two 
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successive nights, and afterwards attempted 
to utter a short prayer, — a cry from the 
infant soul, not unheard by the watching 
parent. The third night, when taking the 
third chapter for her portion, she was arrested 
by that gem of Gospel truth : — 

" For Grod so loved the world, that He gave His 
only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." * 

Twenty times she read this text, and the 
Holy Spirit applied it with power to her 
soul. She fell on her knees; not now, as 
heretofore, to read from a form of prayer, or 
utter a few forced words, but, for the first 
time, to POUR out her soul to Him whom now 
she recognised as her reconciled Father ; and 
not only as the God of love, but also her God 
of love. 

Need we wonder that she arose from her 
knees filled with joy unspeakable ? — a joy 
inconceivable to those who have not felt it 
— a joy of which she could not be defrauded ; 



• John iii. 16. 
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— for it was a foretaste of that fulness of joy * 
laid up for the saints in their incorruptible 
inheritance. Peace, too, was hers, and as a 
flowing river bore her tranquilly down the 
stream of spiritual life. 

Peace, dear reader, is a most important 
fruit of the Spirit : from it spring many of 
the Christian graces that are as beautifying 
to the spirit of the possessor as attractive to 
others. . If it were possible to separate that 
which God's wisdom has joined, I would say 
that if peace could exist without joy, joy 
could not exist without peace. Why? Because 
it is the peace of God that fills the soul with 
joy: without it all is darkness within. It 
would be as unreasonable to bid the soul 
rejoice without that efiect of righteousness, — 
quietness and assurance,"|" — as to bid it be at 
peace without forgiveness of sins. Forgive- 
ness, peace, joy, form the threefold cord that 
cannot be broken : J the strongest and the 
weakest believer may alike cling to it, and be 
safe amid the wreck of time, and clinging to 
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it they may safely drop into the ocean of 
eternity ! Dear reader, remember these 
three, — God's forgiveness,* Christ's peace, •!• 
and joy in the Holy Ghost. J Are they 
yours ? 

From this memorable time, for six weeks 
Ethel fully enjoyed this wondrous peace: a 
sweet shadow from the cross, beneath which 
she lay with great delight in the green pasture 
to which she had been led by the good 
Shepherd. The memory of this delightful 
season was fondly cherished by Ethel. She 
loved to dwell upon it, and could never 
mention it without heartfelt pleasure and a 
beaming countenance, as though she lived 
those halcyon days over and over again, when 
not only were they as happy as their hours 
were long, but her nights also ; for when not 
kept awake by abounding joy, she slept but 
to dream of Him whom her soul so loved, — 
even Jesus, her Saviour. 

One remarkable feature of these delightful 
nights, and still more delightful dreams, was 
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that they led her to believe that she should 
pass away from earth in her sleep. When 
she lay down in bed, her constant expectation 
was that her waking would be in heaven. 

" Do you really mean, Ethel," asked a friend, 
" that you did not think that you should awake 
on earth ? " 

" It seemed as though I could not ! " was 
her simple reply. 

But this translation was not to be. The 
Lord was about to use her brief life for 
Himself, ere caUing her to glorify Him on a 
dying bed. His message to her was, — 

" Arise, .... I have chosen thee that thou shoaldest 
know His will and see that Just One, and shonldest 
hear the voice of His mouth. For thon shalt be 
His witness of what thou hast seen and heard." 

But natural diffidence, together with great 
humility of spirit, "kept her silent long after 
she had '' known His will," and had seen the 
Just One and heard His voice. She spent 
much time in the solitude of her chamber; 
and when she joined her family, it was to 
renewed silence. She would sit at work with 
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her Bible and hymn-book before her, and 
speaking only when immediately addressed^ 
and then only in monosyllables. 

I must pause to remark that I cannot con- 
sider Ethel was right here. This persistent 
silence doubtless arose from correct motives, 
as much as from timidity ; but she incurred 
the risk of being charged with moroseness by 
those who possibly watched for her halting, 
with the " Aha, aha, so would we have it * 
of the scoffer." The Lord's disciples are ex- 
pressly forbidden to be of a sad countenance : •!• 
a command given to aU, and to be obeyed by 
all; but especially, I think, by the young 
Christian, in order to prove that religion has 
not extinguished the cheerfulness of youth ; 
nor the service of a kind master imposed a 
gloomy livery,— offensive to the sight of others. 

But there was neither element of moroseness 
nor gloom in Ethel's profession. If she held 
her peace outwardly, her inward cry was, — 

** Open Thou my lips and my month shall show 
forth Thy praise." J 



* Psa. xL 15. t Matt vi. 16. t Prayer-book. 
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Fear of speaking unbidden, or for self-glorifi- 
cation, was evidently her feeling; for when 
her mother said one day, — 

" Why Ethel, my dear, what ails you ? You 
never speak now unless you are spoken to. 
Yet you are not unkind : you do everything 
you are bidden. But something has happened : 
do tell me, dear, what it is ? " 

This was enough: the means adopted by 
the Lord to answer her secret prayer. Her 
lips were opened, and with much joy she told 
all to her dear parent, who listened with 
equal joy, saying, " This is the day for which 
I have waited ! ** Thus mother and daughter 
rejoiced together over the Lord's goodness, 
in leading the latter, by a way that she knew 
not, to enter His rest. 

** For we which have believed do enter into rest." 
-^Heb. iv. 3. 

Although Ethel had already dedicated herself 
in spirit to God and God's work, yet this 
seemed not sufficient for her earnest desire to 
live to His glorj^ We therefore find her on 
her birthday making a solemn re-dedication 

c 
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of her whole being, body, soul, and spirit to 
the service of her heavenly Master, — an act 
she performed upon her knees, and in these 
words : — 

** I desire now solemnly to dedicate myself 
wholly to Gk)d, in and through Jesus Christ, 
my blessed Saviour and Redeemer ; through 
whose merits alone I hope for salvation, and 
in whom I desire to be found at the last day." 

Nor was this an act of devotion that ended 
in itself, — performed and done with ; on the 
contrary, if the simile be permitted, it was 
but the text from which she Uved a life-long 
sermon. In giving herself to the Lord, she 
also gave all she possessed of strength, health, 
and talent. Of the two former, her endow- 
ments were not rich ; but she freely devoted 
them as she did her powers of mind and 
education, which were of no ordinary kind. 
She was actuated in all she did by the two 
grand Christian principles, — love to God and 
her neighbour, and self-renunciation. She 
was not her own : she must live for Him who 
died for her ! A resolve no sooner made than 
carried into practice, — methodical practice. 
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Her mornings were spent in visiting the sick, 
collecting for different societies, and going 
amongst the poor; her afternoons and evenings 
in needle-work, for the use of Indian female 
schools, and the missionary cause in general. 
Also, moved to pity by the neglected state of 
the children around her, she gathered a few 
together from the poor-house, and instructed 
them in her father's kitchen, until increasing 
numbers obliged her to remove them to the 
National School, where, unwilling to resign 
her charge, she assisted as one of the teachers. 
In speaking to the unconverted her manner 
was peculiarly solemn, — a solemnity that arose 
from the feeling that she stood betwixt the 
dying and the dead. One instance, taken 
from many, may be given in illustration of 
this remark. Ethel called to see a poor old 
woman just after her grown-up daughter had 
been brought home a corpse, having been 
drowned from falling into the river when 
suddenly seized with a fit The mother was 
herself very ill from dropsy, and unable to 
rise from her chair; but so powerfully was 
she affected by Ethel's earnest questions as to 
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her own salvation, and afifectionate appeal to 
seek the Lord whilst He might be found, that 
she (the old woman) raised her hands and 
leaning forward fell from her chair, crying, 
" Pray for me 1 pray for me ! " A petition 
fervently responded to by the young disciple 
of Him who never turned aside from the 
voice of distress. A sister, who was present 
on this solemn occasion, says that a more 
impressive scene she never witnessed. 

That Ethel's visits to the poor and suffering 
were welcome and sought after, is well attested 
by those who remember her never-failing 
zeal and sympathy. A young married woman 
dying of consumption so valued her ministra- 
tions of love, that she obtained a promise of 
a daily visit, — a promise willingly fulfilled, 
although much discouragement attended the 
case. But in thus watching and caring for 
the souls of her poor and afflicted neighbours, 
Ethel took great care not to neglect their 
temporal wants and tastes. Her father had 
abundance of cherries in his garden, her own 
share of which always found its way to the 
bedside of some invalid, so that the season 
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of this delicious fruit would often pass away 
without Ethers having tasted one cherry. 

Amongst the many duties which formed 
Ethel's pleasures, religious correspondence 
occupied a prominent place; many are the 
intensely interesting and soul-stirring appeals 
left on record in letters addressed to rela- 
tives and friends, but space will not permit 
their insertion in this brief memoir, over 
which, for the same reason, I must not linger, 
for the shadows of that valley Ethel was so 
soon to enter, were already gathering around 
her, creeping slowly on, unawares at first to 
all save herself. 

The first indication of failing health that 
aroused alarm in Ethel's friends, was per- 
ceptible on her return home after a long 
absence, during which she had seriously taxed 
her strength, and overworked her frame, by 
close and solicitous attendance on the sick 
and dying bed of a young friend. She had 
become very thin, and complained of cold 
feet, and loss of appetite ; on the other hand, 
their over-anxious wishes for their loved one 
interpreted her brilliant complexion and 
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cheerful spirits into a token for good : espe- 
cially, as Ethel herself then entertained no 
apprehension^ and consented to see a physician, 
saying, with a smile, " But really, I must tell 

Dr. there is nothing the matter with 

was accordingly consulted. 



me/' Dr. 

and pronounced her to be suffering only from 
a disordered liver, and not, as was feared, 
from disease of the lungs. With her usual 
readiness to oblige, Ethel obediently followed 
the prescribed remedies, — ^and with success it 
was hoped; for she soon renewed her paro- 
chial visiting; and would even walk long 
distances to reach some poor brother or sister 
in the Lord, with a word of Christian con- 
solation and fellowship. 

It was during this lull in her family's fears 
for her health, that another offer of marriage 
was made her through her sister, — an offer at 
once refused. When affectionately urged to 
state her reasons for this conduct, she did so 
with characteristic simplicity and candour. 

" I do not think myself competent to fulfil 
the duties devolving on a clergyman's wife. 
I am a poor, weak, sinful creature : he does 
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not know me. I have lived so surrounded 
by kind and indulgent friends that the evils 
of my heart have not been drawn forth, or 
perhaps manifested ; but they are there, and 

I could not take advantage of dear 's 

ignorance by running the risk of rendering 
his life miserable." 

Doubtless, that question of the prophet 
Amos, — " Can two walk together, except they 
be agreed ? " * — influenced Ethel's decision ; 
but did she not forget in thus estimating 
herself, that it is also said in God's Word, 
that whilst He resists the proud, " He giveth 
grace to the humble " ? and to that grace He 
yet adds "more grace ; " for where God gives 
He gives liberally, — without stint, without 
measure. Dear, lowly-minded Ethel, there- 
fore, might in seeking and expecting grace 
to help in every time of need, have fearlessly 
bestowed her hand upon her devoted lover, 
and become, as she was sure to have done, 
his invaluable companion and fellow-labourer 
in the Lord's vineyard. But it was not to 



* Amos iii. 3. 
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be; for although Ethel so far relaxed her 
verdict as to defer judgment (to adopt legal 

phraseology) until Mr. 's next return 

from Oxford, yet when that time came, it 
was found that she had been claimed by One 

Whose bold behest leaves 
Mortal man no choice 
To go or stay. 

Death had set his seal upon her. The 
physician's opinion had proved fallacious : 
her lungs were fatally affected. The polishing 
process had not only commenced, but was 
also progressing,-^a fact realized by friends 
more than by Ethel herself. 

The first tidings of the renewal of un- 
favourable symptoms were conveyed to Mr. 

in the following words : " Since you left, 

I also have witnessed the power of religion to 
sweeten the bitter cup of affliction, by enabling 
our dear Ethel to say, unreservedly, ' Thy will 
be done ! ' I must not conceal from you how 
much worse she has been since you left ; and 
her health yet remains in a most precarious 
state. It is a month now that she has been 
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confined to the house, with nearly unceasing 
pain and a troublesome cough. Of course, her 
strength is considerably impaired; still she 
employs herself in working and reading : 
writing has been forbidden her, as it increases 
the pain in her side, though I hope she may 
be able to add just a postscript to this. You 
who know what delight she took in active 
employment, will readily conceive that no 
small amount of grace could maintain her 
mind in cheerful composure under such trying 
circumstances, enabling her to cheer and 
animate all around her by her conversation." 

The postscript referred to is too interesting 
to be wholly omitted. I give it in part : — 

" My dear Christian friend and brother, 

I feel constrained to send you a few lines to 
testify this precious truth, — that God is LOVE, 
a stronghold, a very present help in trouble. 
Oh, could I but give you a faint idea how 
very gently the Lord deals with me, a poor, 
vile, rebellious worm, much as you have heard 
and experienced of His grace and goodness, I 
really think you- would be astonished! He 
crowns me with loving kindness and tender 
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mercies, although I am unworthy of the least 
of them. Oh, surely no one can be so great a 
debtor to grace as I am ! 

" My head is rather weak, so I will only 
beg an interest in your prayers, that this 
Fatherly correction may be sanctified to us 
both. It is the sincere, though feeble, petition 
of your Ethel." 

The fluctuations incidental to consumption 
alternately awakened hope and aroused des- 
pondency in her anxious watchers. Now 
she would walk and ride without difiSculty, 
and not cough for hours; whilst she would 
cheerfully assure her sister that she "never 
felt better in her life : I am perfectly free 
from pain." Then all hopes thus raised would 
fall before the brief sentence : " I consider it 
only temporary strength." 

Again, a friend, misled by her wonderful 
animation, said to her, — 

*' I hope you will now be able to join us in 
singing a hymn." On which Ethel promptly, 
but very solemnly, replied : — 

" Believe me, I seem much nearer to join 
the choir above I " 
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From this date her weakness so rapidly 
increased that she needed the assistance of 
two persons to lead her to her bedchamber, 
whilst the violence of inflammatory pains 
rendered bleeding necessary. Still, amid all 
these bodily sufiferings, the dear invalid could 
say, " It is well," 

Not one pain gone, not one drop less 

Within this bitter cup ; 
But that the smiting hand I bless, 

And while I drink look up. 

Another token for good, as Ethel would 
have said, now appeared in the blood that 
tinged her expectoration, but with Janeway 
she could exclaim, " Spitting of blood cannot 
daunt one who has her eye fixed on the blood 
of Jesus." The blessing she had long wrestled 
for in days of comparative health, now richly 
descended on her. We may doubt whether 
so much peace and joy in believing would 
now have been her portion, had she not 
anticipated the wants of this Sabbath season, 
by laying up a double vessel full of manna on 
which to feast her soul, when, from physical 
weakness, she could only lie still and lean on 
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the Beloved; her former habit of constant 
and secret prayer did not leave her an empty, 
hungry suppliant at the throne of grace, now 
that her need was the greatest. It had been 
her custom to absent herself from the family 
thrice daily for prayer : an hour in the morn- 
ing before she came downstairs, half-an-hour 
in the middle of the day, and again before 
retiring for the night, would Ethel pour out 
her supplications to Him who heareth alway, 
— and this in addition to the usual family 
devotions. This habit of prayer was also, 
undoubtedly, the source of that constant 
spirituality of mind which would turn the 
slightest events into themes of praise, and the 
slightest word into a theme for thought. A 
remarkable instance of this is on record. 
The evening she parted with her "brother- 
friend," as sh6 called him, on whom she 
could never now bestow a more endearing 
title, he looked earnestly at her, saying, 
*' Ethel, remember your promise ! " She made 
no reply ; but after he had gone, and a short 
silence on her part, she asked her sister, 
" What did he say ? Did you hear that word, 
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— remember? How it thrilled me! I did 
not hear a word beside. What do you think 
it recalled to my mind ? " 

"Your promise to him, I suppose, dear/' 
her sister replied. 

** No : it reminded me of Mr. 's sermon : 

' Remember that Jesus Christ of the seed of 
David was raised from the dead/ and every 
part of the sermon came back to me." 

Then when on an accession of severe symp- 
toms it was deemed necessary to bleed her, 
she was asked whether cup or lancet should 
be used, "Whichever will give the least 
trouble/' was her gentle answer. And when 
the operation was over, on being asked if she 
felt faint, — as a large quantity of blood had 
been taken, — she replied, — 

" No. I rather enjoyed watching the blood 
streaming out: it reminded me of my dear 
Saviour shedding His precious blood for such 
a worm as I am." 

Ethel would never allow her sufferings to 
be called great, even when it was apparent 
to all that the pains in her back, side, and 
shoulders were causing her incessant distress. 

D 
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" Consider," she would say, " consider what 

my Saviour suffered for me Oh, it is 

nothing, — light affliction only ! Oh, it is well, 
— all well, — and will be well for ever I for is 
not the covenant ordered in all things and 
sure ? I have not a pain, but He knows it : 

lays it on and helps me to bear it I do 

not half love Him as I ought, or as I would ; 
but I think I may say. He is precious to me 
and altogether lovely." Again : — 

"I cannot tell you, for words cannot ex- 
press, what the Lord has been doing for my . 
soul. He does indeed lead me on by green 
pastures. I cannot tell you the thousandth 
part. He waters me every moment." 

Thus, though cautioned Tiot to talk, would 
the abundance of Ethel's heart flow from her 
eager lips : " If I do not speak of God's love, 
then you must,^^ she said, smilingly, to her 
sister, who reminded her of the danger of 
speaking aloud. 



CHAPTER II. 

Again he calls ! His voice 

I must obey : 
His bold behest leaves mortal man no choice 

To go or stay. 
A King he reigns omnipotent o'er all. 
Till One arise and break his mighty thrall. 

Alone I cannot tread 

His lonely stair ; 
But, O my God, I'll nothing know of dread 

If Thou be there ! 
Me gently lead into his cold, cold arms, 
Nor leave me. Lord, till safe from his alarms. 

I shall not feel his breath 

So icy chUl 
If Thou wilt guide me through the shades of death ; 

And by me stiU [fail, 

Thy presence bright, — when this dimmed sight shall 
And trembling flesh — ^pass through his noisome vale ! 



" My presence shall go with thee." — Ex. xxxiii. 14. 
" Certainly I will be with thee." — Ex. xxxiii. 14. 

IT may be necessary to state, before pro- 
ceeding further, that at this time Ethel 
had been staying with a brother for the 
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benefit of change of air. She reached him 
by easy stages, in a still easier carriage. 
But remedies were unavailing : the polishing 
process continued still under a Master's skilful 
treatment. Ethel yielded herself willingly to 
it, whatsoever it might cost her poor delicate 
frame of pain and triaL The thought of the 
" corner " prepared for her, and for which she 
was preparing, made more than amends 
for all flesh and blood endured in the pro- 
cess. Gold and silver have to pass through 
the refiner s fire ; comer stones to emerge 
from the polishers hands: God's children 
have to do both I Ethel found the /ormer 

^ "As soft as air" 

in her passage through it; whilst to the 
latter, her soul responded, as the infant does 
to the loving touch of a tender parent. 

A day or two before she returned home 
from this visit she dwelt much upon the 
fulness and freeness of Christ's salvation, with 
the ever-recurring thought, "Am I interested 
in it?" a question that by no means arose 
from any doubt of her perfect acceptance in 
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the Beloved, but merely from spiritual delight 
and wonder that she,— even she, so vile a 
sinner, — should be so blessed as to be able to 
say, " My Beloved is mine and I am His." * 

The joy and affection called forth by 
Ethel's return to her family can be better 
imagined than explained : the more so, as to 
the grateful surprise of her friends, she had 
rallied sufficiently to walk a half-an-hour in 
the morning ; and during the afternoon she 
repeatedly spoke of God's "very, very*' gentle 
dealings with her. In the evenings her cup 
of joy seemed full to overflowing, when her 
dearly-loved father would not only remain to 
prayers, but also, being deaf, ask to kneel 
next to him who prayed aloud. This was a 
fresh experience of the Lord's faithfulness in 
answering Ethel's petitions at the throne of 
grace. Her father's absence during these 
times of united supplication had long been a 
grief to her ; but knowing where to carry and 
leave every care, she took this grief straight 
to Jesus, and left it at the foot of His cross. 



* Song of Solomon. 
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never more to find it I On the first oocanon 
of her fistther^s entering the room for the 
purpose of joining the fieunily prayers, Ethel, 
— ^having been previously told of the pleasure 
in store for her, — jumped up, and throwing 
her arms around his neck, said, — 

^ Oh, my dear fstther, you cannot tell what 
joy this gives me! How delightful the thought 
that we shall all meet again in heaven. And 
Jesus Christ, you know, is able to save aU 
that come to Him, — to the vMermosb ! " 

She then addressed him in the most touch- 
ing terms and manner on the great truths of 
the Gospel, dwelling much on her own sinful- 
ness, saying that her only hope was in her 
Saviour, — ^that it was the Holy Spiiit of God 
who had taught her to feel her sins, and 
given her peace through the precious blood 
of Christ in the prospect of death. 

"I have been brought up," she said, "in 
your sight, and may have seemed free from 
gross sin, yet in the sight of a Holy and all- 
seeing God I have been/uM of sin." 

When her father retired, she exclaimed, 
** This is the happiest day of all my life ! " 
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adding, with a beseeching look at her friends, 
as though she thought they could not TioWy 
as formerly, refuse, " Oh, let me sing, ' Praise 
Ood from whom all blessings flow ! ' " 

Her countenance was lighted up with trans- 
port that none could behold unmoved, as she 
thus gave utterance to her sense of God's 
mercy towards her, till tears filled her eyes 
from very gratitude. But no lightness, mixed 
with all Ethel's lightheartedness. She was 
glad because the Lord had made her glad, 
she could sing because a new song had been 
put into her mouth ; but both joy and song 
redounded to heaven, their original source ; 
her thought evidently being that she must be 
holy, as well as happy in all manner of con- 
versation. Levity distressed her so much as 
to produce faintness. On one occasion a 
visitor, thinking to amuse her, talked on 
" indifferent subjects," which those better 
acquainted with her feelings knew would 
be distasteful to her; but on being asked 
afterwards if she found it a great annoy- 
ance to be obliged to listen, she sweetly 
replied, — 
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** Oh, not much : my greatest amioyance is 
from vrUkm ! " 

And with earthly talk Ethel had done with 
earthly wants. On being told that she re- 
quired some new article of dress, she said,— 

^'Ohy no: I want nothing but the white 
robe of my Redeemer's righteousness ! " 

And not only had she done with the wants 
of earth, but she also earnestly desired to lay 
aside all self-gratification, where its enjoyment 
would interfere with any duty devolving on 
herself or others. When her ** friend-brother," 
unwilling to tear himself from her side, where 
now when able to leave College he was 
constantly stationed, hinted to her his inten- 
tion of remaining with her, she seemed quite 
hurt. 

"Oh," she said, "you will grieve me ex- 
ceedingly if you do! I intreat you not to 
think of it Oh, duty, duty 1 " Then turning 

to her sister, she said, " Dear , I beg you 

to plead with me in this instance. Besides, 
remember the dear children." 

She alluded to a Sunday school in Oxford 
in which he had a class. Mr. explained 



45 



that he could miss a term without disad^ 
vantage. 

" But think how much good may be done 
these dear children in one term ! " she added ; 
ever, as a faithful servant, thinking it safer 
to do to-day's work to-day ^ instead of deferring 
it till to-morrow. Then fearing in her acute 
sensitiveness that she had spoken too freely, 
she said, — 

" Not that you are idle here : you are 
feeding, I trust, one of the weak ones of His 
flock, and He will reward you." 

But whilst thus striving to spur others on 
to duty, she laments her own shortcomings in 
this respect :— 

"There is not," she says, "a duty of my 
life that I can reflect upon with satisfaction, 
or from which derive any comfort, as con- 
sidered in itself. It is true I often feel 
prayer a delightful privilege ; but yet I find 
sufficient defects in my performance of the 
holiest duties to humble me to the dust. My 
sole comfort is grounded on the faithfulness 
of God." 

With this same thought evidently in her 
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mind, she told ber sister not to be siiri»ised 
if Satan buffeted ber on account of former 
sins and negligences. ** He may do so," she 
exdaimedy ** and I may, in consequence, be suf- 
fered to walk awhile in darkness ; but, though 
I may not be able to think so at the time, it 
will aJl be for my good, for 'God abideth 
faithful : He cannot deny Himsel£' * The 
promise is, 'My grace is sufficient for thee."*"f- 

The day succeeding these remarks, Ethel 
appeared better ; and whilst she was upstairs 
her brother, who had just arrived, related to 
her family the case of a young man who for 
some time exhibited every symptom of con- 
sumption, but was now restored to health. 
His dear sister, from all accounts, especially 
that of the surgeon, might not be so hopelessly 
ill as they feared: why might not she also 
recover ? " he asked. 

" In consequence of this," writes her sister, 
** we all felt so elated and were talking cheer- 
fully on the subject, when dear Ethel came 
downstairs and joined us. There was such a 



♦ 2 Tim. ii 13. t 2 Cor. xil 7, 9. 
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sweet smile of serenity on her countenance, — 
but it arose from a very different cause from 
that which gladdened us ! " 

Different indeed! All the difference be- 
tween a hope for time and a hope for eternity ; 
all the difference between a hope for earth 
and a hope for heaven ! When affectionately 
told that their joy arose from the possibility 
of keeping her a little longer in their midst, 
she unselfishly tried to reciprocate their 
pleasure, if she could not their wish, though 
she felt constrained to add, — 

" How differently I have just been hoping. 
I was thinking this season might be an emblem 
of my spiritual condition, — sprmgr-time to 
my soul. If any blossoms now blow, they may 
be matured through the sfwrn/meVy should I 
be spared so long, and about autuTmn perhaps 
I shall be gathered into His garner." 

That she should not live beyond then was 
Ethel's firm conviction, though she did not 
obtrude it on her friends, unless she saw they 
were too sanguine as to the prospect of 
prolonged life; then she felt compelled to 
remind them of her precarious state as she 
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did in the former case, and as she did dgai/n, 
when some one had been encouraging her 
parents with false hopes about their precious 
child : — 

**How it grieves me," cried Ethel, "that 
my dear father should be spoken to in such a 
manner, and built up with such untrue ideas 
as these ! " 

Still, in spite of Ethel's warning, these 
"ideas" so gained ground that her sister 
discontinued the journal which she had com- 
menced as a record of the invalid's last illness. 
Alas, too soon to take it again in hand ; for 
Dr. — — , whose visits had been but seldom 
paid, owing to the favourable reports that 
reached him, saw her again about this period, 
and no longer held out the slightest shadow of 
a hope ! He plainly told them all, that the 
disease was making slow but sure progress : 
tidings that cast a gloom on the whole family, 
— Ethel excepted. When they hastened to 
her room, after the physician had left, she 
greeted them with one of her peculiarly sweet 
smiles ; and yet there seemed to be a lurking 
significance in it which led to the question, — 
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-'s opinion ? He told 



" You know Dr. — 
you, I suppose ? " 

No, he had not : she guessed it. Nay, she 
needed no telling : she was sure of it ; she 
had known it long ago. In vain did her 
sister search her face for some token of regret 
or discomposure: the more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory before her, made the 
present burden of affliction appear light in- 
deed. * Her own words, on receiving the 
news, were, as she looked upward, — 

" The prospect is glorious ! Soon I shall 
see Him without a veil, and this, I trust, is 
the first desire of my soul ! " 

But this "glorious prospect," although 
elating her soul to the utmost, yet, did not 
dazzle her spiritual sight, so as to conceal 
the responsibilities which thicken around a 
Christian nearing the rest that remaineth, "{• 
even as work gains more importance and 
demands less delay as declining daylight 
leaves but little time for its accomplishment. 
The effect on Ethel was to quicken her longing 

* 2 Cor. iv. 17. t Heb. iv. 9. 
E 
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for others, — to beseech them to come to Jesus 
at once. She must speak to all whom she 
saw about their precious souls ; though tcAa^ 
such speaking cost her naturaUj shrinking 
dispoation, is only known to those who 
watched oyer her, and to Him "from whom 
no secret is hid." 

We doubtless have all experienced how 
much more difficult it is to enter on religious 
subjects with relatiyes (unless they be like- 
minded) than with strangers, and Ethel was 
no exception. And yet we find hex breaking 
through this natural reserve, and addressing 
an elderly female relative in the most affec- 
tionate and earnest manner on the (to her) 
all-absorbing subject of salvation. Afterwards 
she (Ethel) was discovered weeping bitterly, 
and on being asked if what she had said to 
her aunt had been received unkindly, she 
replied, — 

''Oh, no: it was the indifference that so 
pained me I Oh, what a debtor I am to that 
sovereign grace which made us to differ : the 
thought is overwhelming ! " 

If the desire of Ethel's soul was to impart 
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to others that knowledge which made her the 
happy girl she was, it was an equal distress 
to her to be the cause of keeping anyone from 
enjoying those public means of grace of which 
she was deprived; especially was this the 
case when the Holy Communion was to be 
administered. She would entreat to be left 
alone, that no one should lose the privilege 
of attending the sacred ordinance on her 
account. On one Sunday, particularly re- 
membered, when increased weakness made it 
almost imperative that she should not be left, 
her sister begged her lover (who was again 
with her) to try to induce her to let one of 
them remain at home during church hours ; 
but not even was his attempt successful. 
She entreated him to leave her, if he wished 
her to have a happy morning; "otherwise," 
she said, " I shall be quite miserable ! " 

It afterwards transpired, in explanation of 
these (for her) unusually strong expressions, 
that she had been feasting on the thought of 
all the family together gathered around the 
table of the Lord, and could not bear to keep 
one member away from it and its many 
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blesflioga ; thongfa, at the same time, no one 
knew or felt better than she that they who 
tarry at Ju/me divide the spoiL* 

The unselfishness before alluded to, and 
which formed so striking a feature in Ethel's 
natural as well as spiritual development, was 
very visible in little things. She rarely 
(though I am inclined to say never !) fell into 
the invalid's error of claiming priority of 
attention, or of seeking exemption from kind- 
nesses which involved personal inconvenience. 
Many a sick person would do* well to remem- 
ber that the Christian light may shine from 
out the seemingly insignificant details of 
seclusion, and bring glory to Ood as great, in 
its measure, as that which emanates from the 
most conspicuous position. 

Many a sick one would be happier in 
copying Ethel's prompt acquiescence in the 
wishes of her friends, directly she saw she 
could give them pleasure by so doing. Even 
in so slight a matter as that of eating the 
first ripe fruit brought her, she sought not to 

* Psalm Ixviii. 12. 
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please herself. She begged at first it might 
be given elsewhere; but perceiving disap- 
pointment in her friend's face^ she at once 
partook of it. 

Again, when her lover, as he sat by her, 
endeavoured to replace a stray hair or two 
that waved over her face, she told him that 
to-morrow it was all going to be cut off, and 
she should wear a little close cap. '' Oh I 
why ? " he inquired. 

"To save my dear sister the trouble of 
dressing it." 

He begged her to spare it for his sake; 
but not thinking him in earnest, Ethel only 
repeated her intention; but as soon as she 
saw that he really meant it, she said imme- 
diately, " It shall not be touched without your 
leave." 

Dear reader, do you exclaim, What trivi- 
alities to insert in the memoir of a dying 
girl! Oh, think again, there are no trivi- 
alities in acts which spring from the love of 
Christ in the soul ! A daisy — a costless daisy 
— becomes a costly oflFering when plucked by 
the hand of love, and given by the hand of 
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love, and accepted by the hand of love ; and 
there arises no question of triviality between 
the giver and receiver. But no need to deal 
with our own poor similes, when our blessed 
Lord Himself speaks of the cup of cold 
water. Therefore, dear reader, accept the 
daisy: it is plucked from Ethel's grave. 
Accept the cup of cold water : it may refresh 
your soul ; and if either quickens your desire 
to follow Ethel's example of faith and patience, 
I shall bless God for the offering made ; and 
I am sure the dear one herself, if she could 
now speak, would also praise Him that she 
could yet testify to His wondrous grace, even 
from the silence of death and the darkness 
of the tomb. 



Christians full of joy and love 
Stood gazing upward to the sky 
They were looking up above, 
Longing for **a time to die. 



CHAPTER III. 

^omt at %$iBt 

Fading, fading into mistiness, 

A sweet, half -conscious blessedness 

Of love and loved ones round, — 
A murm'ring yet a soothing sound 

Of pleasant voices falling. 
Dropping asleep beneath a song of love. 
To waken, singing it above 

Upon a Father's breast : 
Bright forms angelic, faces blest. 
With happy cherubs clustering 1 
And thus awakening, alone to know 

Of having fallen asleep. 
So may I go. 

And so awaken. 



ETHEL was now becoming so manifestly 
weaker, that not her most sanguine friend 
could longer encourage the slightest hope 
of keeping her; but still those deceptive 
fluctuations of the insidious disease that was 
bearing her homewards, continued to such a 
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degree that no two days were alike, or do 
two hours, might rather be said. In the 
morning she would seem much as usual : in 
the afternoon, when asked how she felt, she 
would reply, " I thought I was stronger ; but 
my weakness soon became such that I could 
only think, not say, that comforting passage, 
'Return unto thy rest, oh my soul,' yet it 
stayed my mind with sweet peace." " Yes," 
she went on to say: "when I cannot from 
frailty of the flesh rejoice, I am enabled to 
trust : and is not that a great mercy ? " 

I have before mentioned EtheFs unselfish 
adoption of any plan proposed for her good, 
even though herself doubting its efficacy; 
and through this very acquiescence she re- 
ceived a severe shock to her delicate frame, 
to the no slight alarm of her anxious nurses. 

The accident is thus recorded by her sister 
in her diary : " Wheeled out our dear invalid 
in the bath chair. As we entered the wide, 
gravel walk, by the sloping bank, we were 
terribly alarmed by the sudden upset of the 
chair, by which our beloved Ethel was thrown 
right out, and received a violent blow on her 
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face. It happened thus. — The wind was blow- 
ing quite cold, especially round the comer 
leading to the walk. Her lover held a parasol 
before her face with one hand, and with the 
other pushed the chair forward, while her 
sister guided it in front. In a moment the 
chair lost its balance, and turned over. Our 
dear Ethel uttered a groan, unconsciously, as 
she fell, and became insensible ; but quickly 
recovering the use of her faculties, she assured 
us she was not hurt, only frightened, though 
her tearful eyes and scarlet face contradicted 
this assertion, as also afterwards did her 
swollen face, loosened teeth, and head-ache." 
Even in an accident so painful to a frame 
strung to the highest pitch of sensitive 
feeling, Ethel did not lose her cheerfulness. 
When the shock that took her so by surprise 
had abated, her first words were those of 
praise : " Bless the Lord, oh my soul, He 
redeemeth my life from destruction." She 
said she had never had one pain she could 
regret, and to-day's addition to her suflferings 
formed no exception. 

The next few days witnessed much progress 
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*^ homeward," as the dear one expressed herself 
of each new symptom as it appeared. Her legs 
swelled firightfully, and became so tender that 
the least touch was unbearable. Shivering 
fits were also constant, and a canse of great 
physical distress, being always succeeded by 
high fever, which so confused her that she 
could not support her head nor keep her 
eyes open. Her chief endeavour at these 
seasons was to conceal the ordeal through 
which she was passing from her sympathising 
friends : she would try to lie stiQ, until over- 
powered by that restlessness which ever 
accompanies hectic fever, she would endeavour 
to change her posture, invariably adding with 
a smile, if observed 

" It is well. He deals very gently." 

" Better, thank you," was her usual reply, 
when asked how she felt. And on her lover 
once saying, " How can that be, seeing you 
are so much worse?" she answered, "I am 
getting nearer home, you know." 

Ethel's patient and silent endurance would 
indeed have wrung their hearts, and almost 
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distracted their minds, but for the thought 
that what to them was so terrible to witness, 
was by her regarded as another and another 
link, added to the golden chain of love that 
was gradually drawing her to the bosom of 
her beloved Saviour. Through all their 
grief in prospect of so soon losing her, they 
could not but rejoice in her joy — it was so 
true, so full, so heavenly ! This joy enabled 
her to act as comforter towards them, instead 
of seeking comfort at their hands. Once 
her sister, unable to control her tears at the 
sight of the dear invalid's convulsed frame, 
went to the window to hide them from her ; 
but Ethel quickly perceived them, and raising 
herself slightly from the sofa, looked signi- 
ficantly at her lover, then turned her head 
thrice towards the window ; thinking he did 
not understand these signs, she pointed, and 
sobbed, " My dear sister." 

Another time when her lover was sitting 
by her in very depressed spirits, she tried in 
every possible manner to cheer him ; but her 
chief application of comfort was drawn from 
the love of Christ, and the precious promises 
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made to all who believe in Him, and trust to 
His perfect, full, and free salvation. She re- 
minded him that Gop is Love : that He had 
proved Himself so in aU His dealings with 
her, and that she was sure He would also 
towards him : that He would both guide him 
with His wise, unerring counsels now, and to 
everlasting glory hereafter; "and this," she 
added as a climax, "and this God is your 
God." She paused to see the eflFect of this 
wondrous promise; but he still preserved 
silence. At last she said, " In a very little 
while you know we shall be reunited, and 
join together in singing His praise." She 
thus touched a chord that thrilled his soul : 
still he was unable to speak. She then took 
hold of the hand on which he leant so as to 
cover his face, and gently tried to remove it, 
but was totally unable from weakness. She 
then burst into tears, saying, " Oh, how you 
distress me ! " 

One very touching incident respecting this 
weakness in her hands is mentioned. When 
the missionary basket was produced, conse- 
quent on an order her sister had received for 
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some muslin trimmings to be sent abroad, 
Ethel, who had formerly been one of its chief 
contributors, said although she could no longer 
hold a needle, she might yet be able to fold 
a few strips in readiness for the embroidery : 
she accordingly tried, but the poor swollen 
fingers refusing their wonted aid closed help- 
lessly over the task, and 

As she left it, there it lies 
All untouched by other hands. 

Content even with this little disappointment, 
Ethel quietly laid down the muslin, and her 
hands resumed that inactivity so irksome to 
their natural energy. Shortly after she said, 
when her lover, who had taken her hand, re- 
marked, " How it burns ; but it will be very 
cold soon." — " Yes : it probably will be. That 
thought is of small moment;" then with a 
kindling eye she looked upward, exclaiming 
triumphantly, " Yea : it will be ; but think of 

my happiness before the throne !" 

1ft 1ft 1ft 1ft 1ft 

Rapidly now the polishing process pro- 
gressed : a few more touches and all will be 

F 
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meet for the Master's use. An imparted 
beauty shone out from the precious stone; 
a beauty which many admired ; but the few, 
who knew its secret, praised the skill of Him 
who had wrought so wisely and so well 

" The secret of the Lord is with them that fear 
Him." * 

Rapidly now symptoms of fast approaching 
death appeared. To swollen legs and feet 
succeeded swollen hands and fingers, and the 
swelling rendered them so acutely tender that 
the slightest touch caused pain. Her sister 
perceived her raising her fingers up and down 
uneasily, and inquired if she wanted anything ? 
" Oh no," she said ; " but even touching the 
quilt hurts them." Nor was this pain confined 
to her limbs : her whole body shrunk from being 
touched from the same tenderness. Severe sick- 
ness, too, was now of frequent occurrence, and 
so blended with the coughing fits that Ethel 
was sometimes almost suffocated. Her breath 
had become a mere gasp, whilst sharp stab- 

* Psalm XXV. 14. 
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biDgs in her side and back]] added positive 
pain to her general bodily discomfort.* Yet 
could she say, " None of these things move 
me ! " The wearied traveller drew near her 
journey's end ; the storm-tossed mariner was 
being driven into port; the tired child was 
being comforted in its mother's arms; the 
suflfering Christian was entering the border- 
land leading to the Golden city ; and " Our 
Ethel" was doing each and all, and would 
soon have done with toils and tempests, with 
weariness and pain, for 

" There the weary are at rest." — Job iii. 17. 
•*'Jhere shall be no more pain." — Rev. xxi. 4. 
" None shall say, I am sick." — ^Isa. xxxiii. 24. 

What marvel, then, that with so great a joy 
set before her, Ethel should be unmoved, — 
what marvel that she should say to those 
around her, — 



* I would here jnst remark for the benefit of sufferers, 
that vinegar and water, very gently applied as a lotion, 
is very soothing to the swollen limbs of consumptive 
patients. I speak from experience, having tried it in 
the case of a much-loved friend. 
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^The nearer tfae profcpect of death is, the 
more welcome it appears ! " 

When anked by her *brother-£nend'' if 
nhe bad never feared deatb; or, in other 
words^ bad she never doubted her acceptance 
in the Beloved, she admitted that once, and 
once only had the question troubled her soul's 
peace, and then she had turned to God s 
holy Word for an answer. She read there. 
^ Ho, every one that tbirsteth, come ye to the 
waters ; come ye, buy, and eat ; yea^ come, 
buy wine and milk without money and with- 
out price/* 

"But perhaps I have never been really 
athirst/' said she. "It seems to imply a 
greater longing than I am sure I have ever 
felt/' 

This text would not do, so she turned from 
it to seek another, when " Come unto Me all 
yo that are weary and heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest," met her sight. 

" But oh," she said, " if I should be deceiving 
myself in thinking I have ever been truly 
weary of sin, that I ever have felt it indeed 
to be a heavy burden ! " 
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This text would not suit her case: she 
must find yet another. She was beginning 
to despond, when the Comforter took of the 
things of Jesus and revealed them unto her * 
in those precious words : " Him that cometh 
unto Me I will in no wise cast out" f 

It was enough : here was all she wanted. 
She would not wait to find out if she was 
suflSciently thirsty to accept the invitation, — 
she would not wait for more weariness until 
she sought the proffered rest : she would just 
believe what Jesus said, — that He would in 
NO WISE cast her out, — and go to Him ; go 
with His own promise as her plea. And so, 
without delay, 

" She came to Jesus as she was, — 
Weary and worn and sad : 
She found in Him a resting place. 
And He has made her glad ! 

''She came to Jesus, and she drank 
Of that life-giving stream. 
Her thirst was quenched, her soul revived, 
And now she lived to Him. " 

She came and found the promise true: she 



* John xvi. 14. 



t John vi. 37. 
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was welcomed in her weariness; she was 
welcomed in her thirst; and from that moment 
the gracious ^ in NO wise," became her strong 
tower, to which she resorted, in which she 
hid whenever tempted to doubt It was 
this implicit trust that made her the happy 
Christian she was : and it wiU make the same 
of you, dear reader. If you already have it 
not, cry to the Lord Jesus, — 

"Lord, I believe; help Thou mine unbelief." — 
Mark iz. 24. 

And He will as surely hear you as He did 
that afflicted father, whose acknowledgment 
and prayer of faith has become a precious 
legacy to the Church of Christ, and put into 
the lips of her tried and suffering children 
"words wherewith to turn unto the Lord."* 
I repeat, if you have not this important trvM 
which made Ethel so restful and happy, — if 
you cannot, with the poor converted idolater, 
endorse all God*s dealings towards you with 
the response, 

"Heart Bsyayes: exactly so." f... 



* Hosea xiv. 2. 



t Chinese translation of Amen. 
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Oh, I beseech you, seek this holy confidence 
at once ! it will be worth very much to you in 
every respect, — it will ease you of many a 
care ; not by imparting an idle, reckless, 
leave-alone tone to your daily life, but by 
removing suspenseful anxiety from your mind. 
But I have wandered from our Ethel: I 
must take you back, dear reader, to her dying 
room, where the last rays of a gloriously 
setting summer sun lingered, as if to typify 
the closing scene of that young life whose sun 
was going down whilst it was yet day.* 
Clouds there were of severe pain and suflfering, 
but so rifted through by the deepening glory 
beyond, that glimpses of that other world 
" where saints immortal dwell," entranced not 
only Ethel's own sight, but also diverted the 
attention of her affectionate watcliers from the 
shadow overhanging their dark domestic sky. 
Clouds indeed ! A record of a day of peculiar 
physical distress, at this time, informs us that 
Ethel's sufferings were so intensified as to 
disturb the serenity of her features, and cause 



Jer. XV. 9 ; with Isa. Ix. 20. 
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her brows to knit and forehead to wrinkle, 
whilst the effort to conceal this from her lover 
actoally forced tears frcftn her eyes. What at 
last some one rentored to whisper, ''Toa 
find God still faithful?'' 

" Oh, yes : yes ! " she replied : * it is such a 
mercy that when I am Tnost full of pain. His 
promises are most sweet to me ! '^ 

When asked if she was able so to ex^cise 
thought as to take hold of these promises, she 
said, smilingly, through her tears, — 

" I don^t think, the Holy Spirit puts them 
into my mind. Oh, how it proves the com- 
passion and faithfulness of God ! " 

Again, when asked if worldly thoughts 
ever now disturbed her, she repeated, "I 
cannot think, but .1 can thankfully say my 
desires are towards God, and He knows it 
I am blessed with perfect peace (another 
result of implicit trust), though my vileness 
might well make me doubt whether I am not 
deceiving myself; but the precious promises 
are immediately brought to my remembrance, 
and I can doubt no longer. Oh, Christ is 
very precious: my All! He has made me 
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come to Him, and therefore will not cast 
me out." 

One morning she started from her sleep, 
and a moment afterwards a look of disap- 
pointment overspread her face. On being 
asked the cause, she said, ''I am like a 
hungry man that dreameth, and, behold 
he eateth ; but awaketh, and, lo, he is faint ! 
I dreamt last night that a heavenly messenger 
came and stood over me, and said, ' Come up 
hither.' Immediately I extended my arms 
and cried out with joy, and that awoke me. 
Yet I can surely trust a little longer, under 
His guardianship, since such is His holy will 
towards me." 

The "stabs" in her side were now so 
frequent and violent, that she seemed trans- 
fixed in a moment; often springing up in 
agony as though literally pierced through 
with a sword. "It was useless," remarked 
her sister, " for our loved one to attempt to 
conceal these sudden stabs, — to bear them 
patiently, without a murmur, was all she 
could do ; and we often wondered if any one 
without religion could possibly exercise pa- 
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tience under such affliction." But although 
Ethel's extreme debility and head-ache pre- 
vented thought, she still enjoyed being read 
to occasionally; her favourite books being 
Peer's MinutsB, and Biddulph's Essays on 
our beautiful Collects. With the latter she 
seemed so well acquainted that she could 
frequently anticipate the reader. This led to 
the inquiry. Had she ever read them before ? 
" Yes : about two years ago," she replied ; and 
on her lover expressing surprise at her good 
memory, she artlessly replied, " I should think 
all Christians must remember what has been 
the means of great comfort to their souls ! I 
was much depressed when I read the book, 
and it revived and strengthened me wonder- 
fully." 

Indeed, our dear Ethel had done that 
which we should all do well to copy, and 
store up treasure whilst we can, ere the evil 
days come (and come they mvst) when the 
book will be exchanged for the sofa, when 
reading will be laid, aside for suflFering. The 
store of treasure thus accumulated by Ethel, 
acquired a double value when she could no 
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longer seek it for herself. She had always 
utilised her moments, and made them a 
fruitful means of increasing her rich, mental 
property; and that mental property was in- 
variably laid by her at the foot of the cross, 
a free-will oflFering of faith and love to her 
Lord and Saviour. 

The polishing process was now well-nigh 
accomplished : the hour was at hand when 
our Ethel would be removed to her appointed 
comer. But if she eyed this corner longingly, 
no impatience was in her glance. She could 
afford to wait, for none could take it from her, 
— it was lier*8; none could pre-occupy it, for it 
was her purchased possession, bought by her 
Redeemer's precious blood, and secured to 
her by the Holy Spirit s seal. Whilst in this 
waiting state the means of grace were an 
unspeakable solace and support to Ethel; 
they refreshed her soul long after her poor 
frail body had passed beyond the power of 
benefiting by the bread that perisheth. From 
the Holy Communion especially she received 
spiritual sustenance; for not only was par- 
ticipation in the sacred elements of bread 
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and wine a means of spiritual strength and 
refreshment, through faith in the Sacrifice 
once offered ; but, also, the mere thought of 
that bread-corn, which was bruised * for her, 
was as nourishment to her soul. 

But not much longer was this waiting 
state to be protracted. The chariot wheels 
were heard approaching; and not only did 
Ethels keen and watching ear detect it, but 
those who waited with her also caught the 
sound, and prayed, unknown to their beloved 
sufferer, that it might not prove a fiery 
chariot ; though, had the object of their 
tender solicitude been asked, she would have 
exclaimed, "Oh, let it be any! Let it be 
any my Lord pleases, so long as it comes to 
take me to Himself, — to go out no more from 
His blessed presence ! " 

The blest inhabitants go ont no more, 
Bat, white robed, on its shiny floor 
Walk gladly up and down its street ; 
Whilst ever doth them kindly greet 
A loving Saviour's smUe. 



* Isaiah xxviiL 28. 
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The ravages of the hectic fever were now 
at their height, consuming the frail tabernacle 
until but a lovely ruin remained, whilst the 
fire that burnt fiercely within lighted up 
her eyes with an unearthly glitter. I once 
heard a colonial doctor say he thought that 
text, " When thou walkest through the fire, 
thou shalt not be burned, neither shall the 
flame kindle upon thee," * must refer to 
consumption. He had just come from the 
death-bed of a prisoner girl, who had died of 
this disease ; and his exclamation to the 
nurse was, "Poor thing, she has literally 
passed through the fire!'* But "fear not" 
was Ethel's watchword, for she knew in 
Whom she had believed; and, confiding in 
His divinely-given promise and guarantee, 
" For I am with thee," she faced the destroy- 
ing element, sure of a safe, if not an easy 
passage through. 

That her debility now rapidly increased, 
may be gathered from her shortened hours of 
remaining out of bed. On the second of 



* Isaiah xliii 2. 
G 
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Augast she could stay until four o'clock, 
though at the penalty of great suffering; 
on the tenth she was so exhausted at noon, 
that she was ohliged to he carried back to her 
room* On the next day at eleven she was 
assisted to bed ; the succeeding day she never 
left her chamber. Thus, step by step, she was 
ascending to her Father's house by the thorny 
path of weariness and pain. The fever ran 
BO high now that Ethel herself feared mental 
wandering, and that in this state she might 
lose her happy sense of abiding in Christ, 
and BO dishonour His faithfulness by seeming 
(only seeming !) to doubt the fulness of His 
grace, and His all-sufficiency for eveiy time 
of need. The Lord, however, was here, as 
always, better to her than her fears. The 
fever might rage and extort cries of anguish 
impossible to restrain ; but it could not wring 
from her either a word of complaint, or a 
wish contrary to the will of God. No : she 
never charged God foolishly, nor called in 
question any of His dealings with her. The 
higher the fever, the higher would her arms 
be extended towards her Divine supporter; 
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the stronger the paroxysm that rent her feeble 
frame, the stronger would be her acknowledg- 
ments of love, hope and trust. ** Though Ho 
slay me, yet will I trust Him ! " * she would 
cry, or rather gasp out between the spasms 
occasioned by difficulty in breathing. Then 
in a short interval of comparative ease, she 
would say to her mother : "Oh, Christ is very, 
very, very, very, very precious ! " striving to 
lay increased emphasis on each **very*' to 
show if possible how precious she found Him. 
Another time she repeated the word precious 
seven times in speaking of her Saviour ; and 
even that did not seem to satisfy her craving 
desire to tell forth all His praise. No : could 
she exhaust the dictionary in extracting every 
adjective to express His matchless praise, still 
the half could not be told. 

Shortly after this, the family gathered 
around her, thinking, as she did herself, that 
the last moments had come. Suffocation was 
apprehended : her face, neck, and hands all 
seemed like those of a person struggling in the 
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agonies of death, whilst her breath changed 
from a gasp to that loud peculiar groan so 
distressing 'to hear, and yet so well known 
to all who have stood by the dying bed of a 
consumptive patient. But notwithstanding 
these sufferings, she continued to say with 
unabated earnestness and haste, gathering 
breath between each groan, — - 

" Oh, is it possible ! The happy moment 
come, — my spirit departing ? I shall see my 
Saviour, my precious Saviour ! And will He 
save me ? Oh, yes ! He came to save sinners. 
He says He wiU cast out none that come 
unto Him." 

Her breath here quite failed, and she lay 
totally exhausted on her pillow, and for some 
minutes her friends thought she had borne her 
farewell testimony to the faithfulness of God 
in Christ, and had now indeed faUen asleep. 
But presently she again opened her eyes, and 
proceeded in a similar strain ; when her sister, 
whose tears were falling fast, entreated her to 
forbear, and try to compose herself a little. 

"I cannot I I cannot, my dear: I must 
speak ! Can I be silent ? Oh, no ! " 
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She again relapsed into quietness; then 
slightly reviving, looked languidly around, 
as if just awakened from a dream. 

**I believe I must stay a little longer: 
I fear I am coming back. His will be 
done ! " 

And so she was to wait yet awhile in the 
valley. When the first feeling of disappoint- 
ment subsided, she could scarce refrain a smile 
of pleasure at the recollection of the joyful 
moment when she thought the summons had 
come. Her countenance was sweetly irradi- 
ated as she spoke of it. 

" Not a cloud, not a shadow of doubt inter- 
vened between my Saviour and my soul," 
she said : adding, *' I felt Jesus unspeakably 
precious." Then, as if wanting to say some- 
thing she had omitted, she said to her sister, 
" Oh, this is it,— Trust wholly in Christ ! " So 
completely was the sting of death removed, 
and dying rendered pleasant, that she said 
she had more " exquisite " joy than she ever 
thought to taste on this side of Jordan. 

Once more she lay still, to be again dis- 
turbed by a paroxysm of pain ; yet when she 
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could gain breath to utter her thoughts, they 
were, as ever, full of praise and confidence. 

" Oh, it is light : it will soon be over ! God 
is love: He is faithful and compassionate. 
How He bears with me; and oh, how He 
bore for me ! " 

Her invariable reply when her sufferings 
were alluded to, was, — 

" My sufferings are nothing to His : don't 
speak of them. Oh, such sweet consolations ! 
I would not be without them for double the 
pains. Trust Him, trust Him : He has Tiever 
failed me for even one moment, nor will He ! " 

All this afternoon and evening she seemed 
brought as low as it was possible to be and 
yet retain life. Although in unceasing pain, 
so as to cause involuntary writhings, yet she 
could not shift her position in the least, nor 
could she wipe the expectoration from her lips, 
— amidst all this she was heard to whisper, — 

" Sweet to be passive in His hands." 

The scene had now become touchingly 
trying. The low moan before spoken of was 
unceasing, and distressed dear Ethel exceed- 
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ingly, lest it should sound impatient ''It 
will come : I cannot help it/' she said, apolo- 
getically. When her lips were more parched 
than usual, her sister moistened them with a 
wet feather, on which Ethel whispered, ''Better 
than vinegar and galL" Then again, with a 
composure scarcely credible, she said, " Don't 
be alarmed if I struggle a great deal." Another 
time, as her lover sat by her, he thought he 
heard " No, no, no ! " proceed from his beloved 
one. He bent over, and distinctly caught the 
words: "Not — one — moment — ^has — He left 
mel All, — all is mercy." In the same so- 
liloquising manner, he shortly after heard her 
thus consoling herself, quite unconscious that 
anyone was listening: "Why — should — I 
fear ? — the Eternal God is my refuge 1 " 

Presently she opened her eyes, and a friend 
said to her, — 

"When through death's dark valley going, 
Fearful though the way appear, 
Yet no evil dread," 

she smiled, saying, " Strange words ! Fearful 
—evil — no 1 While Jesus is with me — ^bitter 
is sweet 1 " 
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One constaDt source of suffering to Ethel 
was the large wounds in her side and back, 
caused by lying only in one position; for 
these was no relief, much less remedy; for 
no sooner were they dressed than she had 
again to be laid upon them, or else she could 
not rest. Her eye on the side her head 
turned, and ear also, were much inflamed and 
sore from pressure, yet her patience and 
happiness were unmoved. *' Right, right, — 
all is well : not a pain that I do not bless God 
for ! " would be her only acknowledgment of 
her increased sufferings. These were the last 
drops needed to fill her cup to overflowing : 
the worn-out vessel could bear no more ! 
These were the last touches of the polisher's 
hand. The comer stone was ready, — its 
beauty was perfect, and angels waited to bear 
it to the palace of the great King. 

The diary had been laid aside for a week, 
as the dear sufferer was too weak to speak ; 
but we learn that death now was very near, 
as the cold sweat on her brow plainly declared, 
as did also that peculiar restlessness which 
comes but once in a lifetime. Ethel herself 
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noticed these symptoms, and welcomed them 
as messengers to take her home. That she did 
so regard them is evident, from her asking her 
sister to throw a shawl over her shoulders and 
sit by her, instead of begging her, as usual, to 
hasten back to bed whence she had arisen to 
put her pillows comfortable. Immediately 
after her sister's compliance, a rattling in 
the throat was heard, for she had no strength 
left to cough away the obstruction. She 
appeared to suffer much, for she said to her 
sister, — 

" Oh, dear !— what sltall I do ? " 

" He will not leave you, dearest. He says 
when thou passest through the waters, I will 
be with thee" — 

Ethel interrupted : " He is with me." 

Her sister then repeated the text : " Though 
I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil " — 

She again interrupted : " There is none." 

" My dear one, Jesus will come and fetch 
you soon." She whispered : — 

" Come quickly ! " 

The last words she uttered were spoken 
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with dying emphasis, slowly and most dis- 
tinctly : — 

" I — have — ^no— doubt ! " 

About three minutes afterwards, her sister 
gently held a taper before her lips. She had 
ceased to breathe: she had fallen asleep in 
Jesus. Happy Ethel I No more waking to 
renewed pain and distress, no more weariness 
and unrest ; but a sure and certain hope of 
a joyful awaking to eternal life, where will be 
unknown that dreary list of woes, so needed 
now to express the sufferings of our militant 
state. 

Her awakening will be to put on her 
beautiful garments, to arise from the dust 
and sing. But oh, remember, dear reader, 
she had made that garment her's in days of 
health and strength ! She had not waited for 
sickness and death ere she sought it, or she 
had not now so peacefully lain down in the 
grave, with the assurance of its readiness for 
her; at the trumpet sound she will have 
nothing to do but arise — put it on and go 
to appear before God. 

Dear reader, have you this robe ? — ^it is the 
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robe of Christ's perfect righteousness ; and, 
added to all other beauties, it has the essential 
property of never losing its freshness, nor 
diminishing in purity. You may obtain it in 
youth, — in old age it will still be the same : 
'ts durability is matchless. You may sleep 
the long sleep of death, during which moth 
and rust corrupt all earthly things ; and 
awake but to find this robe awaiting you, — 
its loveliness undimmed, its radiance untar- 
nished: it is white and glistening; not an 
angel in heaven has one that can- be compared 

to it, for it is THE ROBB OF ChRIST'S 
RIQHTEOUSNESS. 

" This spotless robe the same appears 
When mined nature sinks in yeara. 
No age can change its glorious hue : 
The robe of Christ is ever new." 
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By the Rev. Hely H. A. Smith, late of Worcester College, Oxford ; 
BectorofTansley, Matlock. Small 8vo. Extra doth, red edges, 3s. 

At Home with Jesus. 

Loving Memorials of the Bev. John Christian Reichardt, Mis- 
sionary to the Jews. By Caroline A. Godfrey (ne6 GK>odhart), 
author of " Safe for Ever," etc. With photograph picture. 2s. 

The Man with the Book ; 

or, The Bible Among the People. By J. Weylland, Author of 
"The Standard of Uie Cross in the Champ-de-Mars." With 
Introduction by the Earl of Shaftesbury. Ninth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Ss. 6d. 

Life in the Ghetto ; 

or, the Jewish Physician. By the Author of " Broad Shadows 
in Life's Pathway," and uniform in size. 5s. 

Carrying Things to Extremes. 

Bv the Author of *' Copsley Annals." Square 18mo., doth, red 
edges. Is. 

The Religion of Redemption ; 

or, tiie Doctrine of Mans Ruin and Christ's Salvation, Defined 
and Defended. A Contribution to the Preliminaries of Christian 
Apology. By R. W. Monsell, B.A., late Pastor of the Free Church, 
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Neufchatel, Switzerland. Second edition. lvol.,8vo. lOs. 

Seed Scattered Broadcast ; 

or, Licidents in a Camp Hospital. By S. McBeth. With an In- 
troduction, and Edited by the Author of "The Memorials of 
Captain Hedley Vicars." Uniform with "English Hearts and 
English Hands." Second edition. Post 8vo. 3s. 6d. Cheap 
issue, limp doth, 2s. 
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" Dies Ira ! " 

The Judgment of the Oreat Da^, Viewed in theUfirht of Scripture 
and Conscience. By R. B. Gudleetone, M.A., anthor of **The 
Anatomy of Scepticism." Crown 8vo. 6b. 

The Nature and Evidences of Regeneration. 

By the Ber. Oeorge Townshend Fox, M.A., Vicar of St. Nicholas, 
Stirham. With an Introduction by the Rev Octavius Winslow, 
D D. Square 18mo. limp cloth, red edges. Is. 9d. Extra doth, 

gilt edges, 28. 6d. 

Handbook of Special Mission Services : 

containing Suggestions, Services aii sanctioned by the Bishops of 
Ixmdon and Biochester, Hymns, and Specimen Addresses. By the 
Rev. 0. F. S. Money, M-A., Incumbent of St. John s, Depuurd. 
F'cap 8vo. Cloth. Is. 

Our Father. 

A Word at Encouraging Remembrance for the Children of God. 
By the author of '^Thou^ts on Conversion.*' With an Intro- 
duction by the Rev. A. Hewlett, D.D., Vicar of Astley, near 
Manchester. Second edition, doth extra, beveUed boards. 8b. 

The Intermediate State of the Blessed Dead ; 

in a Series of Meditational Expositions. ^ the Rev. Joseph 
Baylee, D.D , late Principal of St. Aidan's, Birkenhead. Second 
edition, enlarged, doth extra. 9s. 6d. 

Memoir of the Life and Labours of the Rev. Jere- 
miah Horrox, Authcr of "The Transit of Veuus over the Sun." 
By the Rev. Arundell Blount Whatton, B.A., LXuB. SmaU 8vo. 
Extra doth. Second edition. 28. 6d. 

The Christian Life. 

Viewed under some of its more Practical Aepects. By the Rev. 
Sir Emilius Bayley, Bart, B.D., Vicar of St. John's, Peiddington, 
and Rural Dean. Fcap 8vo., extra doth, Ss. ; gilt edges, Ss. 6d. 

Sir Evel)ai's Charge ; 

or, A diild's Influence. By M. I. A. Crown 8vo. Extra doth. te. 

Sun-Glints in the Wilderness. 

Our Lord's Temptation, and other subjects. By the Rev. Hugh 
Macmillan, Ui.D., Author of "Bible Teadiings in Nature.'* 
Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
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Station Amusements in New Zealand. 

By Ladv Barker. Author of " Station life in New Zealand." 
With IduEtp and Engravings. Third edition. Crown 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Simple Readings on the Gospels. 

Arranged in Daily Portions for the use of Families and Schools. 
Compiled from the Works of the Rev. Canon Ryle, li.A., Rev. 
Alb^ Barnes, and other Expository Writers. By A. S. F. One 
vol., extra doth, 7s. ; or vol. I., 9s. 6d. ; n., 4s. 

Suggestive Readings on the Gospel of St. John. 

With Copious Notes and References. By Mrs. Hamilton. With 
Introduction by the Rev. J. Stevenson, D.D. 2s. 6d. St. Luke, 28. 

Hearts made Glad and Homes made Happy. 

Short Chapters on important Subjects, for Mothers' Meetings and 
Fathers' Classes. Post 8vo., extra doth. Ss. 6d. 

Oil for Creaking Hinges ; 

or, Help and Comfort for Hard Times. Si)ecially designed for 
Mothers' Meetings. By the Author of " Toiling in Rowing," etc. 
Crown 8vo. 28. 

Always in a Muddle. 

A Simple Story. By M. F., Author of " The Confirmation Qass," 
" Ben Wentworth's Revenge," etc. limp doth. Is. 

The Child's Acts of the Apostles. 

A Narrative and Commentary, written in simple language for 
tiie little ones. With Notes for the use of Teachers. With 
Introduction by the Right Rev. Bishop Anderson. 18mo., 
dotii. 88. 

Living Jewels. 

Diversity of Christian Character, suggested by Precious Stones, 
with Biographical Examples. By A. L. O . E. With Illustrations. 
Small post 8vo. 28. 6d. 

The Unseen Guide ; 

or. Stories and Allegories to Illustrate the Fruits of the Spirit. 
By M. and E. B. With twdve Blustrations by the Brothers 
Dalzid. Small 4to., emblematic cloth. Second Edition. With 
Introduction by Miss Charl^nfrorth, author of "Ministering 
Childrai." 8s. 6d. 
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Shon Sermons for the Sick Room. 

Bi TBiTlaxge Type, with Hymna. By the Ber. Jonmb Balenaii. 
ICJL, Author of the *'Iifeof Heiii7VennEI]iott,ofBrii^tim,** 
etc. Seoond editioii. With HymDs appttmriatie to each Sennoo. 
CrownSvo. Iimpclofh,exfara,aB. Eztni doth, gilt edges. Sked. 



BY THE REV. J. C. RYLE, M.A., 

Homnrarjf Omum of Ncrwiek ; 
Viear of Siradbroke, amd Bured Dean of Hoxne, S»foOt, 

fixpositoiy Thoughts on the Gospels. 

Dengned for Fkmily and Fkivate Beading, ipith the Text com- 
plete, and copious Notes. 

St. Matthew. Extra doth. Gs. 

8t. Mark. Unifbrm with the aboTe. 6a. 

St. Lukb. Vol. I. 6s. 6d. 

St. Luks. Vol n. 78. 

St. Johk. Vol. I. 68. 6d. 

St. Johk. Vol. n. 68. fid. 

St. JoHH. Vol. m. 8s. 

Tku work is also kept in half MoroceOy at an excess of 8s. per volwms. In 
extra half Morocco binding^ at 6a.6d ; or whole Turkey Morocco, 6s, fid, 
per volume. Also in extra bittdinffs, for presentation. 

Knots Untied. 

Being Plain Statements on Disputed Points in Beligion firom the 
Stand-point of an Evangdical Churchman. Large Post 8to. 600pp. 
Seoond Edition. Extra doth, Ts. 6d. 

Bishops and Clergy of Other Days. 

With an Introduction on the Real Merits of the Beformers and 
Puritans. Crown Svo., extra doth, 4s. 

Archbishop Laud, 

And other Sketches, diiefly Biographical. 
" Christian Leaders of the Last Century. ' 
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Church Reform. 

Being Papers on the Subject, with ftiU Notes and Introduction. 
Crown Svo. Extra doth, limp, 28. 6d. 

Coming Events and Present Duties. 

Being Miscellaneous Sermons and Addre88es on Prophetical 
Subjects ; arranged, revised, and corrected. Crown Svo. 8s. 6d. 
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Hymns for the Church on £arth. 

An entjr^ New and EDlazged Edition of 40OHyiiiiM. IhTaiioiifl 
doth bnuUnga, 4». 6d., te., and in Morooco, 10b. 

Hymns for the Church on Earth. 

Being Three Handled HTmns, for the meet pert of Modem date. 
Selected and arranged by the Bev. J. C. Byle, ICJL Tenth 
Edition. 

In »mdU Bvo., hlaek cloth, red edge§, 4b.; limp clothe for invdUdt, 4b.; 
black antique, 4b. 6d.; violet and actra cloth antiqttef gUt edgee, 6b.; 
Turhejf Morocco, 10b. 6d. BuBBta and other WndingB, for prcBentation. 

A Portable Edition. Printed on toned paper. Extra doth, gilt edges, 
8a. 6d. ; red edgee, 88. 

The Additional Hymn-Book. 

Being Three Hnndred Hynma for Public Worship, most of them 
not to be fionnd in the Collections commonly used. Ump doth, 
6d. : extra doth, thin boards, 9d. ; doth boards. Is. 

Spiritual Songs. 

ColosB. iii. 6. Being One Hmidred Hymns, not to be fomid in 
the hymn books most commonly used. Selected by the Rev. 
J. C. Byle, M.A. Fifteenth enhosed edition. Series I., glazed 
wrapper, 9d. : &ncy doth, gilt edges. Is. Series n., uniform 
with the first series : in glazed wrapper, gilt edges. Is. ; limp 
doth. Is. 4d. 

The Two Bears, 

And other Sermons for Children. 
Extra doth. Is. 6d. 

Home Truths. 

Being the Miscellaneous Addresses and Tracts, revised and cor- 
rected especially for this work. Sixth edition. Fcap 8yo., extra 
doth, lettered. Eight Series. Each illustrated with a Frontispiece 
and Vignette Title. Each volume, Ss. 6d. 
ThU work IB alBO k^t in Morocco, JRuBsia, and other elegant Mndinga, for 
preeentB ; prieea and ^ecimena of which toill "be forwarded on appli" 
cation to the PublL^here, 

Re-issue of Home Truths. 

Containing the Miscellaneous Writings of the Bev. Canon Byle, 
M. A. In eight volumes. Extra doth, gilt edges, 2Ss. 

A detailed lAat of aXl Tracts by the Rev. J. C. Ryle may be obtained on 

application to the Publishers, 
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